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	1. Chapter 1

**I'm back! I figured if I have 67 reviews (As of now) for my old story when I have only 11 chapters, imagine how much the sequel would get on the first chapter! So please make me a happy girl and REVIEW!**

* * *

><p>Astrid started her morning like she did every day.<p>

By waking up her husband.

"Hiccup! Hiccup, if you don't wake up right now, I swear I'm gonna-!"

"Nooo..." Hiccup groaned while rolling over, revealing the book Hiccup had most likely stayed up all night reading.

"Hiccup, were you up all night reading again?"

Another unintelligible grumble sounded as Hiccup pulled the covers up.

"_Whack!_" a young voice called, just as Astrid's head felt the impact of a strong hit.

"Ow! Svala, why'd you hit Mommy?" Astrid asked as she turned to face the small, 15 month old toddler, light brown curls covering her grin.

"Viking!" she called.

Astrid chuckled as she rubbed her head, and proceeded to pull the weapon from her daughter's grasp, only to squint in annoyance when she saw what it was.

"Svala, what did Mommy tell you about playing with Daddy's leg?" Astrid asked as Svala reached out for the fake limb.

"What about my leg?" Hiccup mumbled as he slowly sat up, only to be greeted by a swift whack on his head.

"_Whack!_"

"Ow! Svala, give me back my leg, please, I need it." Hiccup pleaded, now awake.

"Daddy!" she cried as she quickly handed him the leg.

_Thump! Thump! Thump!_

"Toothless!" he called to the ceiling. Astrid merely glared at him before Hiccup sighed in defeat. "Alright, I'm up, I'm up!"

Svala cheered and jumped up and down on the bed while Hiccup tried to place on his prosthetic.

* * *

><p>Svala sat on Toothless' neck as he walked around the town with his friend, Hiccup, who was currently walking to work with Gobber.<p>

"Toothless, buddy, here's my stop. Wanna go flying after work, bud?" Hiccup asked as he scratched his best friend's nose. Toothless quickly jumped up and down in excitement, causing a squeal from his young rider.

As Hiccup walked inside, Toothless proceeded to walk around town with his friend's child on him. The other Vikings would give him the occasional smile, or wave and talk to the young member of the Haddock family.

"Snot!" Svala cried as she saw a familiar face she loved.

Snotlout placed down the axe he was holding around, knowing full well of the ambush he was about to receive. "Hey, Svala!" he cried as he turned around, just as he was attacked by the young Viking with a considerably strong bear hug. Snotlout proceeded to pick her up to take her to her Grandfather, Stoick, as Toothless walked towards where he knew Astrid would be.

As Toothless walked, he thought to himself how much everyone had changed since Svala came along. Sure, he loved Svala as much as everyone, but because of her, he couldn't go riding as much with Hiccup anymore. And without Hiccup, he couldn't fly. He remembered the time they had when it was just them, riding around the world by themselves, helping out people they came across.

That was a lot of flying, and Toothless loved every minute of it.

Astrid had softened up a bit when Svala was born, but that was expected of a mother. Even all the dragons in the village became noticeably less rough when around the new life. She was so fragile, and everyone knew it.

Even if things had changed, some for the better, and some which slightly annoyed Toothless, he knew that he would lay down his life to protect his friend's child.

Overall, Toothless was still as happy as ever.

* * *

><p>Astrid still trained every morning, even if she was a mother now. She would practice her aim and strength with throwing axes at trees on the island's forest, while her dragon, Stormfly, would watch. Some of the other Viking women looked down upon it at first, but then she told them she was training so she could still be in shape to protect her daughter if trouble ever occurred.<p>

That shut them up.

Astrid smirked to herself at the memory as Toothless walked up to her in the forest.

"Hey Toothless." she greeted. "Village life boring you too?" she asked.

Toothless gave a dragon smirk of his own as he proceeded to sit down next to where Astrid stood. Said woman set down her throwing axe and scratched Toothless on the nose, content to listening to his dragon-purr. Stormfly trotted up to them and joined the quiet duo for a moment of rest.

The trio sat in comfortable silence for a while the day slowly dragging on, when the sound of twigs snapping and leaves crunching snapped them out of their moment of peace.

A soaking Snotlout ran through the forest with Hiccup close behind, both of their faces showing the same look of horror.

"Svala's gone!"

* * *

><p>The two dragons and Astrid jumped to their feet at the statement. "Wha-what do you mean?" Astrid asked.<p>

"I took her to the docks," Snotlout started, still gasping from his long sprint to the forest, "to show her the boats, one of them looked unfamiliar, so I went to check it out, I told her to stay but she followed me."

Astrid gave the smallest of smiles at that, it was definitely her daughter all right.

"It was a foreign ship, they called themselves the Pirates of Dutchman..." Snotlout then pointed at Hiccup, who was worriedly staring at the ground. "They said they had some unfinished business with him, and took Svala. I tried to fight them, but the docks were empty, and there were too many of them. The threw me overboard and started off. By then more people came to help, but they were too far off..."

Astrid gasped and glanced at Hiccup, while the two dragons were roaring in their anger.

Toothless stamped his paw as Hiccup finally caught his breath and climbed aboard the dragon, and Astrid did the same with hers.

"Guys...I'm so sorry." Snotlout apologized, still wet and in shock from what happened.

"It's okay, it's not your fault. Just tell the others to hurry up and help us!" Astrid called as they took off.

Snotlout knew he didn't need to tell the other villagers, they heard the sounds of him fighting and came to help...but it was too late. However, he needed to get Hookfang and fly after them.

Halfway through the forest, his shock caught up with him, and he passed out.

* * *

><p><strong>Short first chapter, I know, but I need to make sure my loyal reviewers are still out there!<strong>

**Is this a good idea or not, let me know! I'll either**

**A. drag this story on about them rescuing their daughter or**

**B. make this a short part of the new story and add a bunch of new adventures to the mix or**

**C. You don't give a trashcan to what I do next.**

**See the nice new review box feature added to conveniently review the story without going to a new page? Let's honor the new system and test that booger out, why don'cha?**


	2. Chapter 2

**Okay, I've finally decided what I'm gonna do. I'mma quit writing this story.**

**Just kidding! Haha, Gods I'm evil. Most picked B or C, but I don't want Lord Hircine to feel left out, so here's what I'm gonna do! They're gonna search for their daughter for the whole story, but have little missions and stuff along the way, like the original story. Hopefully it doesn't drag on!**

**And Anonymous, are you a Corpse Bride fan too?! SWEET!**

**Oh, and _THIS CHAPTER HAS DARK THEMES TOWARDS THE END!_ They're pirates, okay? They're creepy, dark, and dirty. Sorry.**

**Here's the next chapter, shutting up now!**

* * *

><p>Hiccup clung tight to Toothless as they soared through the skies, to the mild annoyance of Toothless, but he couldn't blame his friend. Hiccup just lost his kid because of the adventures they'd had previous.<p>

It made Toothless wonder if Hiccup regretted the time they traveled together.

Hiccup moved the prosthetic to a new position, and Toothless obeyed the grieving father, Astrid not too far behind them. They had long since passed the other villagers, seeing as they were the only ones in their village who felt comfortable with the full speed of the dragon.

"Hiccup!" Astrid yelled as she tried nudging Stormfly to fly faster. "Hiccup!"

Hiccup sighed and nudged Toothless, who slowed down a bit.

"Hiccup," Astrid sighed as she rode next to him, revealing her red, puffy eyes. "I can't see anything."

Hiccup glanced at his wife and realized that it was the middle of the night, and she looked incredibly tired. But then how could he see, the moon was hidden by dark storm clouds!

"Yeah, okay." Hiccup sighed. "We'll be passing by Cragnogh soon. We can stop there for the night."

"Okay." Astrid yawned, and as they flew together to the island, he could hear her quiet sobs through the wind.

* * *

><p>"You could have told us you needed a place to stay, you could have stayed with us." the monotone voice of Kenna stated, waking the sleeping couple.<p>

Hiccup yawned and glanced around, remembering they didn't want to wake anyone last night, so they took shelter in an old shed.

"We came in the middle of the night, we didn't want to wake anyone." Hiccup tiredly responded.

"I was awake. It's hard to sleep when you feel like throwing up every five minutes."

"What?" Astrid asked, before suddenly remembering the news the last time they saw each other. "Oh!"

Kenna laughed and rubbed her swollen stomach. "So where's your kid?"

The parents sadly gazed down, remembering what had brought them here.

Kenna gasped loudly and placed her hand over her mouth. "Is Svala...?"

"We don't think so. She was kidnapped by pirates that have a grudge with the 'Night Rider.'" Astrid corrected.

"Oh gods, I'm so sorry." Kenna apologized. "If you need any help,"

"No, it's okay." Astrid replied, glancing at Kenna's stomach. "We couldn't ask that of you."

Kenna glanced and noticed that Hiccup seemed lost in thought, absently stroking his snoozing dragon.

"Hiccup?" she asked.

"Hm, yeah?" he asked, not moving his gaze.

Kenna paused. "Do you need anything? I can give you some supplies, I'm guessing you left in a hurry."

Hiccup snorted. "You bet we did."

Kenna smiled sadly. "I'll be right back." she stated as she ran off.

"Someone needs to teach her how to run, she's gonna fall running like that." Astrid remarked.

"Hey, she's a nice girl, don't be mean." Hiccup teased, though his sadness seeped through the remark.

Toothless nudged into his side gently, making Hiccup smile at his friend.

"I thawt I heard someone familiar." Elijah walked in, cane in hand.

"Hey, Elijah." Hiccup greeted.

"I'm sorry 'bout your kid, Angel."

Hiccup smiled at the nickname. "Yeah, me too."

* * *

><p>They were once again in the skies, Hiccup once again far in the lead. He allowed himself for a moment to enjoy the wind blowing through his hair, remembering back when it was just him and Toothless, without a care in the world, flying across the world. Not having to worry about slowing down for Astrid to catch up-<p>

"Astrid!"

He immediately tried to pull back on Toothless in an attempt to slow down. Luckily, Toothless understood, but was slightly miffed that he couldn't go his full speed like he used to.

Astrid gave a small tired smile as she once again was side to side with her husband. "Thanks." she said as they continued to fly together in silence.

It was extremely awkward.

"So..." Hiccup started awkwardly. "At lease there's nice weather."

Astrid glared at him. How could he even try to be so calm when their daughter could be tortured, hungry, or even killed? "Yes. There is." she stated coldly, even though they were currently flying above darkened clouds.

Hiccup's eyebrows furrowed for a bit, confused at her behavior. They rode on in silence, and the awkwardness was eating Hiccup alive. He remembered back when there didn't have to be conversations, just him and his dragon flying solo.

He kinda missed it.

"You know..." he started. But what could he say to finish it?!

"I know what?" she snapped at him.

"Well, I'm sure you know a lot of things, but-"

"Is this some sort of joke to you?" she practically screamed. "Our daughter is missing, and I bet you're just excited to be flying with Toothless far away from home again, aren't you!"

"What, no! I'm worried sick about Svala, but-"

"BUT WHAT?!" Astrid let out a harsh scream that caused Hiccup and both dragons to cringe. "You know, you seemed like an intelligent guy, befriending a dragon and all, but you don't know anything!"

Little did they know, that while they argued, the clouds darkened even more, cutting off their view of the ocean entirely.

And cutting off the view of a familiar pirate ship.

* * *

><p><em>"My hearties sing chanties<em>

_Of girls in loose panties_

_Who linger by the shore!_

_For six pence I'll love her_

_Then ditch that land lubber_

_A pirate ever more!"_

The crew cheered as the three drunk pirates smashed their mugs together and gulped them down.

Among the crowd was a little girl with her hands tied with rope, the other end held by the fattest man Svala had ever seen. His dark curly hair just exploded from all over his face, not brushed or trimmed in any way, and was tangled with several crumbs and other various food items. Parts of his beard were matted down and stuck together as well.

He scowled at her as she observed him, and looked at the drunk pirates again. After they sang the song, everyone smiled at them. Svala liked it when people smiled at her.

"A piwate eba mo!" she shouted off-tune, hoping for at least someone to smile at her.

Since she was a Viking, she had an abnormally loud voice that carried. The entire crew silence before bursting out into uncontrollable, drunken laughter.

"Say it again, lassie!" a man slurred.

"A piwate eba mo!" she shouted, followed by louder laughter.

One of the drunk pirates picked up the young girl, to the amusement of the fat man, and placed her on his head. "One more time, Sally!" confusing her name.

"A PIWATE EBA MO!"

Everyone cheered and raised up their mugs, spilling everywhere and drenching nearly everyone, to everyone's laughter.

Svala laughed among with them, happy to finally make people smile towards her again.

"Little Sally's not bad!" one man slurred to the fat man. "Why don't you let her go? I'm sure she'll behave!"

The drunk man rolled his eyes and motioned for the man holding Svala to set her down. Svala once more cowered as the fat man came closer with a knife. "Hold still, lass."

She nodded as the man held her wrists out, which were soon freed from rope, revealing the red impression underneath.

Svala smiled at the fat man, while the others drunkenly cooed.

"Now you listen to whatever these men tell you to do, or it comes back on, ya hear me?"

Svala, as smart as her father, understood and nodded.

She was soon surrounded by other smelly pirates who tried to teach her more lines to several shanties, laughing at the young pronunciation.

Soon Sally emerged, head covered by an oversized hat.

There were more people on this boat than there were people on her island.

And it was fun!

"Let's hear it for Sally!"

The cheers were deafening, while the storm outside carried on its violent behavior.

* * *

><p>"I can't hear you!" Hiccup cried over the wind and rain.<p>

"I said that maybe we should try looking for Svala separately, if you even look for her at all!"

Hiccup groaned and tried again, "WHAT?"

Astrid screamed "FORGET IT!" and took off in a separate direction.

"Astrid!" he cried and tried to chase after her, but Toothless nudged his objection and accidentally knocked his rider off.

Toothless roared and dropped down in an attempt to catch his screaming rider, successful.

"All right, thank you buddy." Hiccup muttered, glancing in the direction of Astrid's retreating form.

He sighed and turned away, hoping to prove to Astrid that he could and _will_ find their daughter, safe and sound.

* * *

><p><strong>So yeah, this story's gonna be a bit darker, sorry 'bout that. But what do you think? Please let me know! OH! And virtual cookies to whoever knows where I got the chanty from!<strong>


	3. Chapter 3

**Sorry about the long wait, but I've been addicted to reading X-Men Evolution fanfiction. And I started a Danny Phantom one as well. Oh, and I turned 16, and I have my first date tomorrow! Well, here's the next chapter!**

* * *

><p>Astrid held close to her dragon as they sped through the skies, her eyes desperately searching the waters below for any sign of her missing daughter. She wouldn't dare cry, though. Especially at the speeds she were at, the tears would do more harm to her eyes than the stinging wind does. And with this fog, her tear-blurred eyes wouldn't help her at all.<p>

Stormfly moaned softly, sensing her friend's sadness. She never really cared for anyone but herself, but she had hatchlings of her own, that she knew were safe and sound on Berk. She couldn't imagine what Astrid must be feeling, but she uncharacteristically tried her hardest to show sympathy for her companion.

"Stormfly! Down!" Astrid demanded, which her dragon instantly obeyed as they swooped toward the island visible through the thick fog.

They landed on some of the softest sand Astrid ever placed her feet upon. She felt like she could feel it through her boots! She took a cautious step forward, her dragon hesitantly behind her as they blindly walked through the fog. "Hello?" Astrid called out. "Is anyone here?" she screamed louder.

"Over here!" A small voice called from a distance. Astrid jerked her head in the direction the voice came from and sped through, hoping to find some form of help, as her dragon's protesting screeches were ignored behind her.

She stopped after a minute of running before spinning in a circle wildly. "Where are you?"

Several eerie whispers answered her question, though none were audible enough to make out.

"Please, my daughter is missing! Pirates took her, you must help me!"

She was then awarded an instant, horrifying silence. "Help..." the whispers repeated together as one, when the fog started dangerously swirling around Astrid. Said Viking tried to run, but the incredibly, unbelievably soft sand refused to let her feet move as the wind and fog cut off her air supply. She couldn't tell if it was the strange island, or her lack of oxygen, but soon darkness overcame her vision.

Pure, desolate darkness.

Astrid was very afraid. She couldn't feel anything, it felt as though all of her senses had been cut off. She didn't know which direction was up, or if she was even facing a direction at all.

_Awaken_...

Astrid froze, if she wasn't already. She couldn't tell if her eyes were open or closed, or if she was moving at all. She was merely surrounded by nothing.

_Awaken!_

The senses quickly returned to Astrid as she felt a sickening pulling sensation seemingly pull her apart in different directions when-

She opened her eyes.

Her eyes focused as she took in the several faces surrounding her, if you could even call them faces. Swirling masses of mist formed each one, not defining any of the features of anyone, but she could tell each one apart from the other one.

Astrid slowly sat up, although the movement didn't feel quite right. It felt almost like...

When she glanced down, she let out a horrifying scream. She herself had the strange mist-bodies of the others surrounding her.

But her scream even sounded strange. It was then that she realized that it formed from no air, she wasn't breathing at all. It was impossible, but she didn't feel the pain of suffocation anymore.

_Relax, it only lasts temporarily, _the soothing voices assured at the same time._  
><em>

"Where am I?" Astrid asked with her strange new voice.

_Many names identify this location._

"What location?"

_Here._

Astrid glared at the ghostly figures, before fear took over. "Am I dead?"

_You haven't much time, you must find the young Sally before time itself runs out._

"What's that supposed to mean?" Astrid asked, anger lacing through her voice.

_Help has arrived_.

Astrid jerked her eyes open and gasped deep lungfulls of oxygen, relishing in the feeling. She glanced around the desolate, burned island she sat in, the smell of sulfur and fire filling her nostrils. She choked it out and took in another hesitant breath as she stood up, the sharp rocks under her feet piercing into her boots. Her dragon Stormfly then ran through the ruins of the once magnificent forest screeching in happiness when she spotted Astrid. Astrid jumped on her back and the two took off, eager to leave the strange island behind.

The island that looked too much like an ancient skull, from above.

* * *

><p>He would find her.<p>

That was the only thought that went through his mind as he sped through the clear skies, desperately looking for his daughter as Toothless did the same.

A sudden gust of wind nearly blew Hiccup off of his dragon, before stopping as instantly as it came.

"Okay...that's a little weird." Hiccup mused out loud as the continued the search, eventually coming across land.

"Toothless, land!" he yelled as the dragon obeyed, wanting to land their himself. Toothless sensed something there.

"Hiccup!" a voice called out.

Said man jerked around to the direction of the voice. "Hello?" he asked.

Soon a familiar face appeared in the trees. "Christine?" Hiccup asked in wonder.

"There isn't much time," the apparition stated. "But more are on your side then you know. You must find Sally, before time runs out!"

"I'd love to, but I have to-"

"One and the same, Hiccup. She's more important to you than you know!" she called as she faded away. "Trust me! The balance of the peace lies in the balance!"

Hiccup blinked at her vanishing form, before glancing to Toothless. "Alright, so that was the weirdest thing I've ever seen..." he attempted to shrug it off, but her message still haunted him. Who was Sally, and why would he give up searching for his daughter for some unknown girl?

He wasn't.

Deciding to continue flying, they leaped back up into the sky to continue their search.

* * *

><p>Sally gasped as she saw the small dragon in the dungeon. It was chained, and definitely malnourished and tortured.<p>

"Why hurt the wittle dragon?" the young girl asked with tears in her eyes.

The fat man knelt down to her level, his horrid breath and beard nearly covering her face. "They be evil, lass. Dragons are the very thing that killed your parents."

Sally let out a sob as she stared at the poor dragon. "But they good!"

"Nay, they are not. They fooled the lot of ya, just to feed on ya once they gained yer trust."

"But Daddy-"

"Was killed by that black beast of 'is. I knew the man, and followed his beliefs, until I saw the beast swallow 'im 'ole. I knew 'e'd wan' me to take care of ya, but didn't know how'dya react, but welcome aboard, lass. Terrible sorry for yer loss." a fake tear trailed down his face, joining the various other things stuck in his beard. "We'd be doin' yer parents a favor by saving the rest of this planet from the dragon menace, and we'd be honored if ye'd join us."

Sally, with the tears still freely falling, nodded her head.

"Trust me, ye'd do yer parents proud. Come, we must begin yer training."

Meanwhile, the small dragon looked up in fear at the young daughter of a good human friend of his. Christine and Hiccup were wrong, humans and dragons will never live in peace. The dragon yanked on the rotten chain one more time, the chain snapping. The small dragon named Hope squeezed through the bars and flew through the sky to bring the news of the devastating war to come.

* * *

><p>"What's going on?" Stoick, one of the few who chose to travel by boat exclaimed as every dragon near his ship flew off, hissing at the travelers hatefully. The owners of dragons called for their dragons to come back tearfully, but could only watch helplessly as they flew away from them. The unlucky souls who were riding dragons were hurled off their backs and plummeted into the seemingly black ocean, screaming for help the whole way down. Screeches, roars, and flapping wings were also a part of the scene at hand before they flew away.<p>

As the dragons faded off into the distant fog, nothing but the soft waves and the creaking ship dared to make a sound as the Vikings stared at the fog. Hope, it seemed, had left along with the dragons' instant, spontaneous retreat.

Barely a minute had passed when all of a sudden, even the waves and ship ceased their noise and the fog hurried toward them. The now frightened Vikings started to scream as the fog devoured them at an impossible speed, only to be drowned out by the silence the fog carried over them.

* * *

><p><strong>Eh? Dark, I told you it would be. Did I deliver darkness, or what?<strong>

**(Some idiot in background) _No, you delivered the Silence._**

**Me: Shut up! That is copyright of Doctor Who, plagiarist.**

**Oh yeah, there's a one-shot I wrote, _Finding Hope_, that you'd have to read in order to understand this chapter more. Please review that story as well.**

**THIS CHAPTER IS ALSO IN NEED OF REVIEWS PLEASE!**


	4. Chapter 4

**I'm a horrible, horrible person. I'm sorry, folks. You will not believe how busy I was. Anyway, to clear up confusion since you guys probably haven't read this story in forever, Sally is Hiccup and Astrid's daughter, Svala, the pirates screwed up her name. She was lied to, saying that her parents were killed by the dragons they trusted, leading Sally to think dragons are evil. Hope, the Terror that escaped, belonged to Christine, a ghost who was like a Hiccup centuries before, but nobody believed her. The dragon now believes that she and Hiccup were wrong, as long as there were humans like pirates, dragons couldn't live in peace with them, and flew off to tell the others, who abandoned their owners and flew off to eliminate the pirates.**

* * *

><p>Several months had passed, and Sally was now just over two years old. She didn't know that, however, as she was too young and the pirate's days all passed by in a blur. Her hair had grown, and the drunken pirates loved to play around with it, inventing crazy braids, and even attempting to trim it, which led to uneven, scraggly, dirty hair.<p>

Sally wasn't even allowed to go topside, always stuck below deck in the darkness. Sure, there were torches, but she wasn't allowed to carry them around, she couldn't even reach them if she wanted to. All she could do was sit there with the hungover pirates in the daytime, and try to escape the rowdy pirates at night to sleep, failing most of the time. Where could she escape to? Sally had no bedroom, only a small blanket in the corner of the main room.

Until Maria came. Maria was a kind woman, who wore a red dress a bit too short for Sally's liking, long, curly black hair, and some of the palest skin Sally had ever seen. And she was _tall_. When she first appeared at one of the many parties, she couldn't stop looking up at her, wondering how someone could possibly be so tall.

"Oh, aren't you _precious!_" she exclaimed upon seeing young Sally staring up at her. She bent down (showing more than Sally was used to, her mommy would yell at this woman) and picked her up, almost suffocating the two-year-old. "What's your name, precious?"

"Sv-Sally," she mumbled shyly.

"Well, Sally, you and I are going to be best friends!" Maria exclaimed with the biggest smile ever, but Sally thought it looked too fake. No one's lips could be that red, or have teeth that white. Sally had to reach up and touch her face, but Maria pulled back.

"Why?" Sally asked.

"You'll ruin my make-up, precious. I need to look as pretty as possible, or I won't get paid as much," she explained, patting Sally's cheek softly. "You look like you could use a little makeover too, precious. Follow me." Maria set the young child down and grabbed hold of her hand, before leading her up the stairs. Sally hesitated a little, being upstairs was forbidden, but she was with an adult, so it must be okay. But when the door opened, she cried out in pain, the light was too bright!

Maria seemed to notice her discomfort and shielded the child's eyes, saying something that sounded angry but in a strange language as she hurried her across the deck. Soon they reached a room that smelled familiar to Sally. They were in the captain's quarters!

"Trouble!" Sally exclaimed, before talking unintelligibly in fear.

"Hey, hey! It's alright, precious, I'm with the captain for tonight. If anything, I'll get into trouble not you, understand?" Maria comforted. "Now, about that hair..." she fumbled around his desk before finding an older knife. Maria held it up and examined it thoughtfully, before sighing and motioning for Sally to sit on the chair. "Sit on it backwards, though, or else I can't reach."

The toddler did as was told of her, she knew what punishments she could get for disobeying. She soon felt an uncomfortable tugging on her hair, and pulled forward a bit to get away, only to hear a word in the strange language again. "No no, try to keep your head still, this will not take long, I promise." Sally frowned but tried her hardest to pretend she was a statue, whimpering at the tugging on her tangles. Eventually, her hair was thrown down, and Maria picked her up again, taking her in another room with a tub full of water. Next thing she knew, her hair was soaking wet and the tugging continued, but it was considerably easier to bear.

A while later, Maria turned her around and stared intently at her face, biting her lip in concentration, and ruffled the child's hair before smiling. "There, precious. All better." But then, a look crossed her face as she stared at the rest of the child. When Maria reached for her dress, Sally pulled back with a "NO!" and almost fell in the tub, but was caught by the pretty woman, who was talking in that language again.

"My dress!" she stamped her foot when back on ground, and the woman looked extremely relieved.

"You'll get it back, I just think you need to be cleaned up a bit, that's all."

Sally looked at her curiously. "Bath?" Maria nodded, and Sally grinned. She hadn't had a single bath since she came aboard this ship, and she didn't like how her feet stuck to the floor whenever she tried to walk.

Maria sang pretty songs to her in the weird language as she bathed her and cleaned her dress, and when both were clean as they could be with the older water, the woman smiled again. "What a beautiful young girl!" Sally beamed at the praise as Maria picked her up and held her close. "Don't worry, I'll see what I can do with you tonight, but for now, you have to go back downstairs, I promise I'll come back. Would you like to come and live with me?"

Sally stared with wonder at her, before grinning and nodding. "Stinky," she said as she scrunched up her nose and stuck her tongue out, and Maria laughed. "Alright, I'll walk you back, then I've got to fix my hair and makeup, and put on a different dress. I'll come back for you in a few short hours, okay?" Sally nodded and Maria led her back, talking about a place called Spain and all the things they would do.

But when a few hours came, the fat man came downstairs instead, looked her up and down and shrugged. "Maybe she was right..." he muttered as he walked away.

"Maria?" Sally asked just before he reached the stairs. The captain sighed and turned around, before smirking.

"She was thinking of taking you away, saying a young woman should be taken care of better, and she was probably right, but we can't just give you away," he explained. "I'll find someone to take care of you here next time we land..." he muttered to himself as he turned around again.

"Why not Maria?" she asked.

"She was eaten by dragons, kid."

Sally gasped and started to cry. He was right, dragons were evil. Good thing the man with the knives comes once a month and teaches her how to hold and use the weapons, she didn't want to be eaten by them like her parents and Maria were. Maybe they'd come back if she could kill the dragons.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was growing tired of flying. It seemed like it was all he did, and it probably was. Only landing to eat, slightly rest, and ask questions and back to the skies. He never even talked to Toothless, except for the occasional motivation and encouragement. Until one day, he couldn't.<p>

"Toothless? Toothless, where are you, bud? We've got to go!" he called out, hoping to hear or see the dragon pop out of the hiding place he must be in. But no matter how loud or how much he called, no dragon could be seen.

"Toothless!" Hiccup called. "This can't be happening. This can't be happening! Svala, Astrid, now Toothless?! Where are you?!" he shouted. "Toothless!"

Finally, a familiar roar was heard, and Toothless came stumbling through the branches, dripping wet and bleeding, but looking extremely excited. He bounded up once, cringed, but grabbed Hiccup's tunic and dragged him until Hiccup got the hint and ran after him. Eventually, as they neared the beach, they slowed down, and found a woman sitting huddled up against the fire, clutching something so hard her knuckles were white.

"Toothless? Who's she?" he asked quietly as the woman jerked her head up, looking traumatized and weak. She stared at him for the longest time, and whispered, "Father, please forgive me."

"I'm not going to hurt you. What's your name?" Hiccup sat down next to the woman and wrapped a blanked from his dragon's saddle around her. She clutched it tightly and sighed.

"My name is Maria."

"Okay, good. Maria. Where did you come from, and why are you all wet?"

"I was thrown overboard while hired. I had not pleased my client," she explained. It was then that Hiccup noticed the traces of make-up and the torn dress she was wearing, before it came together.

"You...you're a..." he stuttered, tripping over his accusation.

"It was all I could do, my father wanted a son, to bring in more money for the family," she whispered, crying a bit. "I thought it'd be alright, and it was for a while. But...that poor girl..." she cried harder.

Hiccup nodded, before freezing in his place. "What girl?"

"The one the pirates had...Sally..."

"Sally?" He thought about what Christine had told him. Could this Sally know where his daughter was? It was his only lead, and Toothless looked excited. "Can you smell her on Maria?" he asked Toothless, who nodded. Hiccup's smile widened. "Can you lead us to the ship?" he asked the shaking woman.

She shook her head sadly. "They're too far gone by now, and they said if they ever saw my face again...that precious girl..."

Hiccup sighed and nodded slowly. "Could you at least come with us, to point us in the right direction? And 'Sally' might help me find my own daughter if she sees a familiar face."

"They took your daughter?" she asked, her head shooting up.

"The Pirates of Dutchman did-"

"That's them! I didn't see any other girl with them, though..." she saddened. "What horrible people...if I _do_ help you and we find your daughter, could you drop me and Sally off back in Spain? I think of her almost like she was my own little girl."

Hiccup smiled back at her and held out a hand. "We've got a deal."

* * *

><p><strong>Oh, the confusion! The horrible confusion! Don't worry, Astrid comes back next chapter, and I sense a reunion of some sort, but with a horrible twist! What will happen? I don't even know! I only hope my next chapter comes out quick, and I promise I'll try my hardest!<strong>


	5. Chapter 5

**Well. Hello there. Nice to see you. Just...sneaking in an update for you guys...since I figured, hey, it's 2014 and haven't updated anything yet. Oh, and before I forget...**

**JUNE 13, PEOPLE! AAAAAAHHHHHH!**

* * *

><p>One second, Astrid had just landed her dragon Stormfly to rest for the night, and the next, her dragon shot for the skies, dropping the rider while doing so. The shieldmaiden landed painfully on her back, knocking the wind from her lungs as she gasped in pain, causing an intense pain in her throat and lungs. She sat still for a minute, trying to catch her breath as she watched her dragon follow after an impossible large group of dragons.<p>

"Stormfly?" she whispered hoarsely in confusion, once she managed to get a hold of her breath once again. She slowly sat up, her spine popping the entire way up bringing a sense of relief and pain with every crack. She stared after the retreating dragons again in confusion until a strange fog obscured her vision. As she got to her feet, a strong wave of nausea overcame her and she ran to empty her stomach.

Once the contents of her stomach were released she tried to navigate her way through the fog for something that could help tell her the location, but tripped on a small boulder, spraining her wrist as she attempted to catch her fall. Again she found herself laying on her back as she cradled her wrist with a cry of pain. "Hiccup!" she called, for what reason, she did not know. "Hiccup..." she called again as rare tears leaked through her eyes, which she closed in her grief.

Soon, a sickening crash was heard, very near where she lay. She lifted her head up a bit, but a pain in her shoulder brought her back down again, trying her hardest not to whimper in pain. Her curiosity of the sound was soon satisfied, as a familiar voice called her name. She opened her eyes to become face-to-face with Gobber, and she gasped in surprise.

"Gobber! What...you...!" she stuttered in surprise.

"Nice ta see yeh too, lassie. What are yeh doin' on the groun'?"

"I fell." Astrid deadpanned.

"I see Hiccup's rubbed off on yeh, speakin' of...where _is_ Hiccup?"

Astrid scowled and frowned at the same time as she shook her head slowly. "I don't know, probably somewhere far away," she grumbled. "Who knows when I'll see him next."

Gobber stared in confusion, before shrugging in acceptance. "Hey, yeh haven' happened ta see all our dragons, have yeh?" he asked as he reached for her hand.

Astrid nodded. "A few minutes ago, Stormfly flew off with them." She ignored his hand, instead moving her right one to show him the nasty bruise starting to form on her left.

"We should probably get that looked at," Gobber remarked as he reached for her non-injured hand, to Astrid's dismay. Once pulled up, Astrid grabbed her injured hand again and held it close as Gobber led her to the crashed ships, revealing many several faces. "Phlegma! Lookie what I foun'!"

* * *

><p>"It should heal completely in about two weeks time, it's relatively minor. And might I also say 'Congratulations?'" the healer asked after wrapping up Astrid's injuries.<p>

"What for?" Astrid asked.

"For the newcoming Haddock of course! Unless ye didn't know..."

Astrid's eyes widened as she reached her uninjured hand to her stomach. "You don't mean..."

"I do! You barely ate anything before throwing up even more, your increased stubbornness, not to mention you're constant crying. That's a pregnancy if I've ever seen one. Look, you're already starting to show a little bit!"

Astrid stared down, feeling her flat stomach have the tiniest bulge despite her lack of nourishment. "Oh gods..." she muttered. "No, not now!"

Phlegma stared in sympathy at the young woman. "I'll leave you alone for a bit-"

She was interrupted by the door slamming over.

"Hiccup, you dog!" Tuffnut exclaimed as the gang of friends entered, to be met with a fist to the face from his twin.

"Hiccup's not even here, idiot."

"Congratulations, Astrid!" Fishlegs exclaimed as Snotlout laughed.

"Get out!" Astrid screamed as Phlegma was already attempting to shove them out of the cabin.

"You're supposed to be repairing the ship you imbeciles, not eavesdropping!"

"Can't we do both?" Tuffnut asked just as the door slammed in his face, leaving Astrid alone in her solitude.

She had to find Hiccup.

* * *

><p>"She's gone!" someone yelled to the Vikings as they ran out of the ship. "She took one of the scouting ships!" someone else added in.<p>

Phlegma gasped, travelling in these conditions alone was not safe, especially with a child on the way.

Stoick dropped the hammer he was using and jumped down from the ship. "Can anyone see what direction she head in?" he shouted.

"No sir, the fog's too thick!"

Stoick sighed as Phlegma started pacing. "This can't be good for the baby..." she muttered. Her words made Stoick freeze.

"What baby?" he asked quietly.

"Astrid's. She's pregnant again."

Stoick stared at her for a moment, before letting out a deafening Viking yell and chucking his hammer as hard and far as he could, smashing into a tree and sending it toppling to the ground.

* * *

><p>Sally gasped in shock as the door opened roughly, the light temporarily blinding her as she felt something fall beside her.<p>

"Here ya go, Sally," a fat man who blocked the light said just before the door slammed shut stated. Once the young girl's eyes readjusted to the darkness, she noticed a young woman dressed in a beautiful thin dark blue dress, though now torn and dirty, lying next to her, clearly unconscious.

Ever as curious as her father, she poked the lady in the face, and upon deciding that the woman truly was asleep, proceeded to run her tiny hands along the dress, smiling at the smoothness and admiring the design, then tugging at the metal around her wrists.

That is until the woman woke up. Startled, Sally jerked back in defense as the lady started screaming in yet another foreign tongue that sounded the exact opposite of her own. Eventually, a tall, lanky man came down carrying something Sally could not recognize and spoke to the woman in the same language. They had a heated argument, several times glancing or glaring at Sally, who tried to sit in the corner. Eventually, the woman huffed, and gave Sally a calculating glance before jerking a nod.

"Now this here is Antoinette, and she will be teaching you lady ways and stuff," the man said in a heavy accent before leaving.

Antoinette glanced at Sally, and smoothed the young girl's hair back, now with the freedom of her hands. Sally tried as hard as she could to understand what the lady was saying, but found herself drawing nearer to the strange, but beautiful lady, and watched as the woman pulled a a tiny needle and cloth and handed it to her.

Sally glanced at the objects handed at her, more confused than ever, when the lady poked the tiniest needle she had ever seen through the fabric, to Sally's horror. It was beautiful, why would she ruin it?

The woman sighed before placing the objects away and singing to the little girl, who eventually drifted off.

* * *

><p>Hope led the other dragons, telling the horrible story of what was done to him aboard the pirate ship to the new dragons they'd picked up.<p>

"But," Meatlug said to the newbies, "we told Hope that humans _are_ good, so Hope finally decided to destroy just the pirate ship and then we can return to _our_ humans."

"_Some_ humans are good, you can only tell if they're dead or injured," Hope corrected haughtily.

"You're just bias," Stormfly stated.

"You're one to talk!" Hookfang snapped, and avoided Stormfly's spikes flying at him.

"And the little one, she may be small, but she'll grow up to be dangerous," Hope continued. "I saw how she looked at me-"

"Little one? Describe her!" Stormfly interrupted urgently.

"Uh...Small, uneven blond hair, dark green eyes-"

"That's my Rider's cub! You idiot, couldn't you tell?!" the vain dragon raged.

Hope's eyes grew wide as the epiphany struck him. "Hiccup's cub..."

"We must save her!" Meatlug cried with motherly affection.

"If she even wants saving, that is..." the mysterious voice of a Scauldron whispered below them.

* * *

><p>"Look, a boat!" cried Maria as she spotted the vessel below her.<p>

Hiccup, upon discovering the poor condition of the boat, deduced that it must have been through some sort of battle. "It looks like pirates got to it! Let's help them and see if we can get any information from them!" he called back to her as Toothless started the descent.

However, once the Night Fury landed, Hiccup recognized the Berkian design this ship boasted upon its design. "Maria...I think-"

"Look, someone's over there!" she cried as she started running towards said person. However, her foot fell through a weak board, and she screamed as she braced herself for the impact that never came. Bewildered, she glanced up at her savior, Hiccup, who had reached her just in time. Maria smiled and accepted Hiccup's hand as she attempted to get up, only to discover her twisted ankle as she fell on the one-legged boy.

"Easy, I got ya," Hiccup whispered as she leaned against her shoulder, and turned to discover the horrified look of Astrid.

"Hiccup?"

"Astrid!" Hiccup called as Astrid stomped over. "It's been-" He was cut off by a slap to the face, and Toothless growled in warning.

"So, instead of coming after _me_, you decide to find a...a..._harlot?!_" she cried in anger as she pointed at the woman in the short red dress.

Hiccup's eyes widened in understanding as he looked at the woman leaning on his shoulder, who was glaring back at Astrid with venom in her eyes.

"Astrid, please, it's not-"

"Save it, Hiccup, just take your '_lady_' and get out of my sight!" she screeched as she picked up a hatchet.

"For your information," Maria slithered in, "_I_ stepped in to find _your_ daughter and mine, while _you_ ran off to make another one!" she pointed to the slightly swelling stomach on the Viking girl. "How heartless is _that?_ So take your insults and describe yourself with them!"

"Whoa, please, let's just-" Hiccup tried to stop the fight when his eyes widened as the words registered in his mind. He slowly glanced at Astrid's stomach in shock. "Astrid...?" he asked, hurt leaking out of his voice.

Astrid merely glared at the Maria, trying to find more words to defend herself, and stepped back as Hiccup tried to approach her. Devastated, Hiccup ceased reaching out for her, and pulled Maria back to Toothless, who took off without once both were seated.

As soon as the dragon vanished from sight, Astrid's eyes widened, and she fell to the ground and sobbed.

* * *

><p><strong>Word of advice: Listen to Frozen songs in different languages, especially Scandinavian languages. Just saying.<strong>


	6. Chapter 6

**EXPLANATION: I wanted to wait until the sequel came out before continuing. I saw it three times withing the opening week. Twice on opening day! lol. And oh boy! New characters! I then had to incorporate these new characters (*****_cough_***** ****_Hiccup's mom *cough*)_**** in this story somehow. I then decided a grace period would be best to avoid spoilers, but I only planned for about a month after the movie was released on DVD (and digitally, Blu-Ray, 3-D, whatever else they have now), so everyone could have access to it. Obviously...I didn't. There were so many new stories to read!**

**So, with several and multiple apologies, the next chapter. (Finally!)**

Slowly, Astrid's cheeks dried off, and so she sat up and stared off into the sky. With the other woman. Astrid sighed to herself, the woman even said she was looking for her own daughter. So why did she overreact so much?

Oh, right, she was pregnant again. And now Hiccup was gone again.

Tears just started to leak from her eyes again, when she felt the boat lurch to the side suddenly, before correcting itself. Astrid was not as lucky, and fell to the floor. She gripped the side just as the boat lurched again, and the boat flipped over.

Astrid was thrown underwater, and had just started to swim up when she froze. She was surrounded by water dragons, dragons she hadn't seen before, and they were all staring at her. She screamed as one charged forward, releasing her oxygen, only to breathe in more when the dragon brought her to the surface.

She looked around in confusion, and realized that she was sitting on the back of the dragon, who was swimming rapidly away from the boat. As she looked behind her, she noticed the other dragons were following behind, so escape was not an option. She gripped on to the dragon beneath her, who tensed momentarily, before relaxing once realizing it was not being attacked.

Eventually, a giant glacier-like thing appeared in the distance, and it looked as though that would be her destination. Within five minutes, this hypothesis was confirmed, and she was ungraciously thrown off as the dragon jumped over a section of land, before landing in the water on the other side. Astrid laid on the ground, trying to see where she was, but all she saw was the darkness, and the sound of dragons gathering around her. She tried not to scream when all the dragons opened their mouths, illuminating the cave, and revealing the menacing masked person slowly approaching her.

**Where are the pagebreaks on this thing?**

Sally decided that she no longer liked Antionette. Yes, she was beautiful, and she did have a lovely singing voice, but she was mean. Apparently, not all girls were nice, but there wasn't any guys here she liked too much either. Except for the man with the knives, but he only came around about once a month.

Her eyes lit up when she realized that today was the day he was coming. Sure enough, she felt the ship being knocked into as the amateur crew anchored right next to the pirate ship. After the pirates gave the small boats the dragons, they would eat and drink together, and the man with the knives would come talk to her and teach her how to defend herself against the dragons. She grew excited as the pirates who guarded her ran upstairs to greet the newcomers.

She jumped when the yelling started.

"We had a deal! You get us dragons, we give you weapons! Drago is not going to like this at all, and it'll be my head!"

She knew that voice! That was the man with the knives. All the pirates were upstairs, and the door was slightly open. She didn't think twice as she ran to go say hi to her friend, as Antionette yelled at her in her weird language.

"I've never missed a single order! And I've seen Drago gut those who do!"

Those words halted her progress towards him, and instead Sally cautiously peered out through the opening.

"We _had_ the dragons, but they escaped! We'll get some more by tomorrow if you give us the weapons today!"

"I need to see _Drago_ tomorrow! If you think-" he stopped as he saw the familiar little girl's face peek out through the door. His expression softened slightly before a dangerous look appeared on his face again as he looked at the pirate. "The girl. Give us the girl and you can have your weapons, and we can continue the deal normally next month."

"What do you think you're doing?" one of the man's men asked him.

"Just trust me. The girl," he demanded of the pirate again.

"That girl is leverage for something personal, see, and-"

"That girl, or the weapons will be used on you, instead of given to you."

The pirate sighed. "Fine, just don't give her to the Night Tamer, and we should be fine." He stuck out his hand.

"Not a problem, Captain," he responded as he shook the pirate's hand. The man then walked over and picked up Sally before walking over to his own ship. "How would you like to learn a new trick with a new knife?" he asked her. She nodded eagerly as the man laughed lightly. "By the way, the name's Eret, son of Eret. What's yours?"

"Sally."

"What a pretty name! Well then, Sally. You're going to guard the ship while the rest of us go hunt some dragons, okay?"

Sally nodded an affirmative, feeling proud of her new responsibilities.

"Then we'll go meet Drago...he might not be too happy at first, but I'm the son of Eret! He should go easy on me. And with you training at such a young age already, I'm sure you'll grow into an amazing dragon trapper one day. Drago can't possibly be too mad at that."

Sally beamed.

* * *

><p><strong>Found the pagebreaks.<strong>

With no dragons found that day, Drago _could_ be_ very_ mad. He demanded to see the little girl immediately after Eret's punishment. With great pain, Eret led Drago to the ship, clutching his newest scar in agony.

Sally jerked up when the large man entered the room, terrified at his appearance.

"What makes you think...that this _little girl _can be of use to me?"

Eret fumbled for an answer, as tears started to well up in Sally's eyes.

"Uh...the pirates mentioned that she should _not_, under _any_ circumstances, be handed over to the Night Tamer," he tried.

Drago's eyebrows shot up in interest. "The great _Dragon Master?_ How is she so important to him?" He circled her trembling form, as though searching for an answer. "Very well. Now be grateful all you got out of this is that scar, boy. What is your name, little girl?"

"Sally," she said lightly.

Drago patted her head at that. "Sal-ly, follow me."

Timidly, she stood up and followed him to an arena of some sort. "Some of my more..._capable_ trappers have brought in a new shipment. We'll start small for today," he explained as he led them inside.

Sally trembled at the sound of several angry dragons. Drago eventually led her to a hallway, where dragons in cages shrieked in defiance. He chuckled slightly at the fearful look in her eyes. Eventually, they reached a cage where a single terrible terror was chained, and the cage door was opened. The dragon perked at the sound, before launching a small blast at the newcomers. Drago's eyes lit up with amusement as Sally immediately ducked, dodging the blast, and ran over, holding his mouth shut and pinning the small dragon to the ground. The dragon squirmed for a bit, before going limp in defeat, sighing smoke out of its nose. Slowly, she let go, and the dragon merely stared at her dejectedly.

"Impressive. You have...such a way with the beasts. Who taught you this?"

"Grandpa Stoick."

Drago's eyes shot up once more, before throwing his head back and laughing, patting the girl on the shoulder roughly, causing her to wince. "I see now. Come, you have much to learn, Sally."

* * *

><p><strong>Shorter chapter, yes, but hey! An update! For all my long-time readers who probably hate me, and for the newer readers as well, who probably doesn't hate me too much because they didn't have to wait as long. You guys are lucky, though, compared to the readers of my other stories...but this one's the priority, believe it or not.<strong>

**Expect another update _much _sooner than this one took! Again, so sorry for the long wait. Next Chapter has Hiccup and Maria's POV, Stoick's POV, and finishing off with the revelation of the masked person to Astrid (you guys probably guessed who it is already, let's be honest.)**


End file.
